Stroke Me 


Author: roses 
Bands: Metallica 
Characters: Kirk Hammett, Lars Ulrich 


Relationships: M/A 


Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Wed Dec 02 2009 23:44:18 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


N/A 


Author's Notes: 

A long time waiting for this onel! A Year and a Half of writer's block, actually. Sambo/rsrocks: | told you I'd get 
it done one dayllll A huge thank you to Cobrasnaps for changing |5 pages of it to present-tense when | decided 
it just HAD to be that way, and for checking it over for me, and for every bit of enthusiasm and 
encouragement the last 18 months. It wouldn't have gotten finished if it wasn't for that! 


Why the fuck we'd chosen a bar so far from the fucking hotel I'll never know. There was plenty of joints 
close-by that we could have walked.. or stumbled.. home from, but no - some fucking bright-spark decided 
that we had to travel half an hour in the fucking limo to get to some fucking club that some dick-head roadie 


had recommended. 
| glare across the limo at James. Yes, it's his fault. Stubborn fucker. And they say I'm the fucking stubborn 
one? Pft. He's the one distracting the driver... giving him directions - only | don't think the driver's listening. He 


must be used to random, drunken shit slurring in the backseat of his limo. 


James doesn't mind the drive back to the hotel, despite the fact that we've been forced to stop more than 


once for one or the other of us to empty our guts - or our bladders - onto the pavement. Luckily, our 
stomachs seem to have settled down as we get used to the twists and turns and drift off into a semi- 


conscience stupor. Or unconscious, for some of us, like Kirk. 


James also doesn't have a guitarist passed out in his lap, who keeps trying to slide to the floor every time the 
distracted driver almost misses a turn How many turns are there anyway? Stupid dick's probably lost. 


Another sharp left, and again | have to grip Kirk's waist as his legs hit the floor and his body threatens to 


follow. 


"Fucking Hell," | mutter as my own head spins at the change in direction James glances at me, his bleary eyes 


blinking slowly as | scowl and grip Kirk's arm, digging my fingers into the soft leather of his jacket. 
"He alive?" James grins lopsidedly. 


"Yeah - fucker wouldn't be mumbling at my fucking crotch if he was dead." | surprise myself at the prominent 
slur in my words. Accepting that you're drunk, then not being able to get simple syllables out clearly are 
obviously two very different things. James doesn't appear to notice and laughs throatily as he nudges Kirk with 
the toe of his boot. Feeling protective, | hold his arm tighter, pulling him further onto my lap and away from 
the semi-controlled shoe with the powerful leg behind it. 


James quickly loses interest in the non-responsive guitarist and - thankfully - the driver. He starts telling 
Jason about the latest car he'd fixed or fucked or some other such related shit. 


Kirk shifts and looks like he's about to try and sit up, but only ends up bringing his knees back onto the seat 
and pulling them tightly to his chest, wrapping one set of fingers around my upper leg and anchoring himself 
with a sigh. Shifting slightly against the surprisingly firm grip, | stroke his arm reassuringly, telling him we're 
close to the hotel. Since when did | become his fucking babysitter? 


A few minutes later | start to recognize the streets flying past outside and pulled myself out of my haze just 
enough to realize that I'm still stroking the leather under my fingers, playing with the soft folds as they 
crinkle under my touch. It feels nice. It's funny, but I've never really noticed the way the leather felt - well, 
obviously I've noticed but the feel of it under my fingers was different - softer, warmer than | remember it 


being. 


Kirk shifts on me once again and | realize that while | was spaced out, gently stroking the leather, my cock had 


swollen to the point that my jeans now felt uncomfortable. 
How the fuck dd I not notice that... 
Easy. The alcohol buzzing through my veins and the thoughts I'm lost in.. and the leather.. 


| take a deep breath, the tang of Kirk's jacket almost masked by the smell of both consumed and spilt liquor. 


But it's there. And it isn't helping. 


Moving my hand down to Kirk's wrist, | allow my fingers roam over the rough stitching and back to the 


buttery length of the sleeve, imagining how it would feel if it were caressing another part of my anatomy. 
Fuck. 


"He-ere," James slurs, announcing our arrival as he shoved Jason roughly towards the open door. | hadn't even 


noticed us pull up, and neither had Kirk apparently, who's still curled tightly with his head in my lap. 
James stumbles out and braces himself against the roof of the limo as he peers back in. 
"Want me to take an arm?" He reaches for Kirk, ready to drag him out by his collar. 


"Uh... | think my leg's gone dead.. wait." | shift to try and make my hard-on less noticeable, then give up. H's 


not likely anyone'd notice. They're just as wasted as me. 


"Time to get up, dick," | shake Kirk by the shoulders and cringe as he woozily sits up. | hope to god he isn't 
about to puke on me. Seeming to compose himself, he pushes a handful of curls out of his eyes and blinks 


around him. 
"We ‘ere?" 


"Yeah - and | gotta piss - so get your fucking ass up and out here," James reaches for Kirk's wrist and yanks 
him, and | notice with disappointment that the leather was now well out of my reach. Fuck. 


Kirk comes to life momentarily as we drag him through the lobby, greeting the staff with exaggerated waves 
and air-kisses. Laughing with him, | tuck myself tightly under his arm as we stumble along. When we start to 
get disapproving looks from hotel security we turn it up a notch and | launch into a shocking version of "The 
Hills are Alive" from the Sound of Music, with James trying to put a ‘metal vibe to it. Jason trips over his 
feet next to me, and as | turn to push him and make him go down, | feel Kirk's hand close over my cock, which 


hasn't entirely deflated after the limo ride. 


| only have a second to process this and gasp at the shock, before his hand leaves and he collapses against my 
shoulder, giggling. 


"Gentleman, please. People are trying to sleep." The night-manager tries to herd us quickly to the elevators as 


the other staff watch wide-eyed. You'd think they'd never had a fucking band stay there before! 


Taking Kirk's lead, with a bunch of tempting leather clenched in my fist, | throw Kirk up against the wall, 
pressing hard against him and burying my face in his neck. He giggles and squirms madly, grabbing at my ass, 
before the tutting manager and our own security manage to herd us into the elevator and press the button 


for our floor. 


Shutting us in there alone was likely not the brightest idea, as we prove by starting to holler and bang around 
just before the doors close, taking great delight in the looks of horror on all their faces as they sharply 


realize the noise would carry all the way up, into almost every room in the hotel. 


With no one to tell us off though we soon become quiet, just laughing about the looks on their faces and the 
state of the limo. We'd started the ride home with several open beers and not much had actually gone down 
our throats. 


"Ya reckon they've re-stocked the mini-bars?" James asks, more to himself, and digs in his pocket for his key 


as the doors slid open 


"Fuckin' better have!" Kirk cheers as he falls heavily against the wall on the way out of the elevator. Unable to 
help him, | try to jump on Jason's back as he walks towards our rooms. The idea was to try and catch a free 
ride, but | end up with both of us in a heap on the floor. 


Fuckin’ klutz." James swats Jason over the back of the head and drags me to my feet, hooking an arm under 


mine and trying to shove me in the direction of the nearest door. 


"That's not my fuckin’ room, dick. Shit, you want me to give some old fucking lady a heart attack!?" | try to 


raise an eyebrow, but the drunken numbness in my face turns it into something more like a squint. 


With a shit load of noise and tripping, James and | eventually steer each other to the right doors, only to find 
Kirk slumped against the wall next to his. 


"Key?" He holds the card out to me hopefully, his arm not long enough to reach the electronic swipe from the 
ground. 


Not knowing where my own might be, | accept his and shut one eye as | try to work out which slot to put it 
in. Thereshould have only been one. 


James and Jason are no help either, having already entered their respective rooms and leaving me to deal with 


Kirk. Again. 


| sigh, annoyed, as | shove the door open and turn back, scowling at Kirk. He's still slumped against the wall with 
his legs spread across the hallway. One grin from under his hair though, and | know he hasn't fallen for my 


scowl. 


"Come on fucker, get up." | reach for his outstretched hand, my hip planted firmly on the doorway for support 
as | pull him. 


To my surprise, he jumps quickly to his feet, almost knocking me over as he throws an arm around my neck 
and catapults us through the door. 


"Fuck - what the fuck was that?" | grumble, trying to catch my breath. 


Kirk slaps my ass without answering before going over to the mini-bar and pulling two small bottles of vodka 
out triumphantly. 


"Ya wanna get drunk?" The cheeky remark is punctuated with a wink and muffled laughter. 


"Yeah, been a while since | got drunk," | slur sarcastically as | reach for what was obviously the wrong mini- 
bottle and clutch only air. Snorting with laughter, Kirk opens the bottles and shoves one in my hand, standing 
close and guiding it to my lips - not that | needed help with that part. 


Fuck.. | thought | was the fucking babysitter’| frown to myself as he tilts the bottle and his thumb brushes 
over my lip, the cuff of his jacket resting against my chin 


| swat his hand quickly away and flop onto the couch, ignoring the buzz that had just torn through me... the 
one that had nothing to do with the vodka.. and almost getting my arm sat on as Kirk flops practically on top 
of me. Leaning my head against the back of the couch | close my eyes and take a deep breath, enjoying the 
intoxicating smell of the leather, discovering that if | stretch my fingers out | can just brush the bottom hem 
of the jacket, near Kirk's hip. 

"Thought you were dead to the fucking world in the limo," | try to sound nonchalant. 

"Limo?" 

Well, at least he wouldn't have noticed my cock pressing into his head. 

"Yeah - the trip back from the bar," | lift my head and look at him. 

"Oh" He frowns. "Hm, | guess | was!" 

Oh jeez. 

"Did | miss anything?" he asks. 

"Nah man, just the driver getting lost.. or maybe trying to throw us out, depending on which way you look at 
it" | wave my hand dismissively, as if homicidal limo drivers are nothing exciting, and tip my head back again 
"So if ya wake up with bruises, its cos you spent most of the ride on the floor. Or being dragged up. Or half 
on the floor. But then again, it was carpeted, so it might not be so bad." | roll my head sideways, shrugging at 
Kirk before | realize it wouldn't do any good. His eyes are closed and | doubt he's even listening. Just to make 


sure, | jab him a couple of times with my elbow. 


"Oi fucker. Get up. | ain't fuckin’ carrying youl" Since | came to the realization that I'd drank more than | first 


thought, | knew | wouldn't be carrying anyone anywhere. Not that Kirk's heavy or hard to drag... and if it came 
to it, I'd be dragging rather than carrying. 


Getting up on my knees and straddling his lap | lean in closer, holding the lapels of his leather jacket as | peer 
at his face and shake him. 


"Come on goddamn it." 
Nothing. 
Fuck. 


| make sure my feet are under me securely before | attempt to pull him off the chair, cradling his head and 
resisting the urge to laugh wildly as the rest of his body slumps gracelessly on the floor. Oops. That had to 
hurt. Oh well, with a bit of luck he won't be able to tell one set of bruises from the other come morning. 


Hmm, probably shouldn't think thoughts like that. Should be nicer to friends. 


Must be the alcohol; | decide, brushing the thought aside as | roll Kirk onto his back and pull his head and 
shoulders onto my lap, using my legs to scoot us backwards toward the bedroom with my hands tucked tightly 
under his arms. Even as l'm doing it | know there had to be a better way, but my brain isn't coming up with it 


now, so | persevere. 


Its a long and slow process that gives plenty of time for me to both smell and feel the leather of Kirk's jacket 
again. This is getting ridiculous. | can't even blame the growing hardness in my pants on having Kirk pressing 
against me. No, every time my hands slip against the sweat forming between my palms and the leather or | 
get a good deep breath of its scent, my stomach flips and my cock twitches. Not that getting hard over Kirk 


is any more comforting a thought, but at least he's fucking human’ 


Finally we make it into the bedroom and | manage to successfully wrangle Kirk onto the bed, collapsing next to 
him with my head against his shoulder. Panting hard, | consider undressing him but decide that in my own 


drunken state it's firmly in the ‘too hard basket. 


As | start to catch my breath from our trip, | sit up and curl my legs up underneath me, studying the jacket 
and wondering what it is | suddenly found so enticing about it. Or is it the man in it..? 


No. 


This has nothing to do with Kirk - it's the jacket that's got me. Isn't it? The smell, the feel, the sound of it 

crinkling as he moved.. | watch my hand reach out and hesitantly touch the stitching down the zipper. The cool 
steel is so different from the warm softness of the body of the jacket, and as | brush from one to the other 
my breathing becomes even more forced and | suck hard just to get enough oxygen to my head. The room is 


starting to dull, to fade away, just as the limo ride had. 


What if..?'| lean down and brush my cheek against it, my thoughts drifting back to the other body parts I'd 
considered in the limo. It feels so good against my cheek - so inviting and soft. If only | could wrap it around 
my cock, using the texture as | stroked myself. One hand runs down Kirk's arm, wishing | could get him out of 
it. Another thought comes to mind though. Its more risky, but holds less danger of broken limbs. For Kirk, 


anyway. 
| take the chance. 
Quickly unbuttoning my jeans, | bite my lip as the pressure's relieved somewhat and the cold air hits my cock. 


Just so | know what it feels like.. Kirk wouldn't mind’ | reassure myself as | remember him grabbing me in the 


lobby and slowly wrap my hand in the leather. 


Untwisting one of the open sides of his jacket from under his arm | shuffle forward, extending one leg over his 
hips and resting my foot on the other side of him so | can get close enough. There isn't much stretch in my 
jeans, so it's a little awkward with them still up around my hips but I'm not about to sit there without them, 


just incase he does wake up. 


Biting back a sigh | brush the leather up the side of my shaft, my head falling back slightly as the smooth 
material makes contact. It's as good as | imagined. Trapping it between my hand and my cock | wrap my fingers 


around myself and slowly stroke from the base to the head. 


A shiver forces its way through my body as | grip tighter and speed up my strokes slightly, vaguely noticing 
the streaks the pre-cum as the head of my cock brushes against Kirk's arm. Through my haze | can't bring 
myself to care though, because the worn material feels like heaven against the hot, throbbing flesh. 


"Uuhh.." 


| can't help it - | want to be silent, but as | increase the pressure my hips help to make contact with Kirk's 
arm whenever possible, despite the folds of the jacket my cock's now slipping easily through again and again. As 
the leather heats up the scent becomes stronger, filling my mouth with every muted gasp and hitting my 


nose as | attempt to suck in air. 


My balls were just starting to tighten, ready to let go-- when Kirk shifts his arm across his body, trying to 
keep out the cold that his jacket should be protecting him from. 


Everything stops. My hand freezes, my cock throbs - neglected in its leather sheath - and | hold my breath. 
The only thing | can't still is my heart, which races faster and faster as | keep my lungs deprived of oxygen 
and will Kirk to stay asleep. 


No such luck, and | let his jacket fall away from my cock as he rubs his face and blinks his eyes open 


"Whatha.. Lars? Man, what're you doirt here?" He stares from my face to the leg swung over his hips as | try 


to desperately come up with a viable excuse - one that wouldn't be shattered the instant he notices the 


erection sticking out of my jeans. 

"Um. Well, it's a long story," | start, still not sure what long story | am going to tell him. 

"But wha.. Oh!" His eyes shoot open as he notices my cock, protectively wrapped in my fist and still rock hard. 
"Oh! Fuck man - did | pass out on you? Shit - l'm so sorry. | didn't think | was that drunk!" He grins at me 


sheepishly. "Guess | fucked that one up, huh?" 


"Uh..." | have absolutely no come-back to that. He thought we'd been about to.. to what? And he'd passed out? 


And he's still smiling at me? 

‘The jacket.. it was the jacket. The leather. The jacket.'| chant to myself as | tremble under his apologetic stare. 
1 wasnt hard for Kirk.. it was the leather.. + isnt working. My cock throbs harder as | watch him bite his lip 
and grin. 

"| guess | didn't miss the whole show, did |?" 

Oh god, oh fuck, oh god. Shit. Now what!?' 


"Um..." | can feel the heat creeping over my face, but still my cock refuses to soften 


"Lars... fuck. I'm sorry. Shit. So fucking long, and then | go and fuck it up. Shit” Kirk sits up and buries his face 


in his hands, resting them on my knee. More contact. More fucking contact for my cock to ache over. Fuck 
"Uh, Kirk?" Did he just say ‘so fucking long’? Fuck. Did he.. Did l.. Oh god. What the fuck now? 


"| don't remember! Lars, | don't remember coming to bed! Fuck" He's getting pretty fucking distressed, and | 
have no clue what to do about it. This whole thing feels like I'm on another planet. 


"Kirk. |, um, uh.. we.. shit. Um.." | scrub a hand over my face, pausing at my mouth and trying to think. How 
the fuck am | going to get out of this? 


Not knowing what else to do, | rub a hand over his back, trying to sooth him before he hyperventilates. The 
jacket covering his back is even warmer, from where he'd been lying on it. | bite my lip hard, my cock swelling 
to full-mast again at the feel of the leather under my palm. 

Oh for fuck's sake!’ 


It takes a few seconds for Kirk to move, but when he does he fixes me with the most erotic look I've ever 


seen, He licks his lips.. 


Fuck.. Screw the leather.‘ That look did me in. 


"Give me another chance?" He tilts his head and runs one hand up my thigh as he leans towards me, his eyes 
locked firmly on my mouth. The urge to lick my own lips has never been so strong, and as | do | feel Kirk's 
hips twitch beneath my leg and he presses his mouth to mine firmly and hungrily. 

How am | supposed to tell hm he never really had a first chance? Should | fell him... 

The decision is quickly made to go along with it as his hand reaches the open fly of my jeans and his tongue 
finds its way into my mouth. The nimble fingers quickly replace mine on my cock and start with small, teasing 


strokes. 


Oh god - Im kissing Kirk. Shit. Fuck. Oh fuck that feels good.’ | forget to panic as his thumb brushes over the 


head of my cock and my hips jerk of their own accord. 


Kirk's erection is pressing hard into me and | shift my leg to rub against his crotch, drawing a needy moan 
from him. 


"Fuck me, Lars." He whispers as he turns his attention to my neck. 

Huh? Hang on..' 

| grip his shoulders and look at him. "You want me to what?" 

"Fuck me." 

"That's what | thought you said!" 

"But isn't that what we... | didn't tell you..” 

"Huh? Um, no! Wow. Fuck. You.. you really..." 

Kirk's eyes widen. "Oh, shit. Okay, so | didn't? Then what..2" 

| can hear my voice rising in volume and pitch. Shit. I'm no longer going along with it quite so smoothly. While 
I'm shocked out of my fucking mind, | also know he had woken up confused and thinking that a lot more had 
gone down than me dragging him to the bedroom and getting myself off over his jacket and | don't really want 
to scare him off. Right now | actually am considering taking him up on that offer, I'm just a little shocked. 
Time to come clean. Sort of.. maybe. Or not. 


Fuck. 


"Well. you didn’t, um... well / didn't say. Uh.." 


Fuck! Too hard! Too hard! My mind screams at me to shut up. 


"Oh. Okay, so whattre we.. y'know.. um, what're we doin’ here then?" The hurt and confusion in his voice 


matches the fear in his eyes as he searches my face for some sort of answer. 
"Uh..." 


"Well it's obviously something!” He waves his hand at my exposed cock - slightly softer now, but not entirely 
deflated. 


| sigh and screw up my face at what l'm about to reveal. 


"I. Um, | mean.. Um. You were.. Well, you know," | splutter, waving my hands horizontally to portray his sleeping 


position and shrugging as though he should understand. "And, well. Um." 


| finger the edge of the jacket that had started this whole mess. The leather's still warm, and my eyes are 
drawn to the part that had been wrapped around my erection 


Oh fuck...’ 


The suspicious wrinkling where it had been clasped in my fist is strikingly obvious - the drying marks around it 
even more so. My eyes flitter to his arm, the white streaks of pre-cum reminding me of the way my hips 
had jerked involuntarily as the sensitive head bumped it. Trying to will myself not to get hard again - and 
failing miserably - | almost miss the way his eyes follow my line of sight and widen as he takes in the 
evidence before | duck my head, flushing bright red. | can't miss the gasp though, and the stuttering in the 


next sentence. 


"Y-you... my jacket? | was a-asleep!? Lars!" | peer out the corner of my eye and notice a grin creep over his 
face as his gaze remains focused on my erection, which keeps hardening as | finger the jacket for longer, 


trying to ignore his voice by concentrating on the leather. Possibly not the best tactic. 


"Lars?" His voice is lower, pleading with me to look at him. The sensual note in it is undeniable, giving me hope 
that getting hard over the jacket of a passed out band mate isn't as depraved as | initially thought. 


As soon as | lift my eyes to his face | notice the flush and the lopsided grin he uses when he's drunk or 
horny.. or in this case, apparently both. With a start | realize my leq is still over his lap and his cock is 
pressing insistently into the back of my knee as he rocks his hips slightly. 


"Are you still.. Um. Do you s-still.. Uh, are y-you going to.." He gestures towards my crotch. 


Oh fuck yes’ "Um... Uh, l." The thought of leaning over Kirk and burying my face in the leather as | pound into 


him takes my breath away to the point where all | can do is stare and tremble. 


Staring and trembling, however, will not ease the ache centered in my balls and quickly spreading through my 
entire lower body. The hand resting closest to my cock starts to twitch, yearning to touch, to stroke, to 


squeeze. 


Kirk notices, moving my leg slightly and guiding my hand to his own cock while his fingers wrap around mine. 
Tentatively leaning in and pressing my lips to his, | begin to palm the bulge in his pants, the heat radiating from 
inside them making my hand sweat almost instantly. Kirk's arm is up around my neck, the leather brushing my 


cheek as he kisses me back - hard and determined. 
Holy Shit. 


Just as quickly as Kirk's hand had appeared, it's gone - I'm not left to wonder where for too long though, the 
tugging at the waist band of my pants an instant give away. Grunting in frustration | unwind my leg from over 
his and lift myself up, awkwardly trying not to topple off the bed. Kirk's panting just as hard as me by the 


time my bottom half's naked, his eyes more glazed than before but at the same time much more alert. 


Kirk's black jeans are still buttoned, the strain on the denim obvious as he turns to flick my pants off the end 
of the bed. And with that movement | feel officially exposed - my pants out of reach and Kirk's eyes roaming 
hungrily down towards my crotch. Not like he's never seen me naked before.. | mean ‘hello! Showers, groupies - 


the lot. He knows what | look like, | know what he looks like. But this... this is different. He's never looked at me 
with that hunger in his eyes before. 


In truth, it scares me. | mean, what have | been telling myself about the leather? That it isnt Kirk that l'm 
hard over? That's kind of hard to maintain when right now Kirk's touching me and that jacket isn't. 


Then the leather against my cheek comes back as his hand winds into my hair, the rough stitching of the cuff 
brushing my ear, the sleeve against my face. | nuzzle into it, closing my eyes and turning my head almost 
automatically to get a deeper breath of the scent. 

This is better. Safer. It's about the leather again. 

"Lars?" 

"Hmm?" Please, let me pretend 

"My pants, Lars." He tilts his hips up, pressing against the inside of his zipper. 

"Oh. Um," | falter, my hand pulling away until only my fingertips brushed the denim. Then, the arm I'm rubbing 
my cheek against moves, and my eyes fly open. Before | have time to react any more though, it reappears, 


wrapping the same crinkled bit of leather around my cock, sliding smoothly from the head to the base and 
back again - just once - before tightening slightly. 


‘Lars, please!" 
Uh.. oh fuck'| fumble as | reach for the top button, not sure what the hell I'm going to do once | get it open. 
Kirk lets go of my cock as he leans back on the bed, straightening out so | can get him free quicker. Gee, 


thanks for that,’ | think, undoing the rest of the buttons and pushing the fly open 


Oh Jesus.. fuck Now what?” | ask myself desperately as Kirk's dark pubes and the base of his cock come into 


view. l'm so far in, I'm not sure how to get out. I'm half naked, and Kirk's about to be too. 
"Uh-uh... Kirk? | don't. l-l don't think -" 


"You don't think what?" Kirk asks slyly, pushing his pants down off his ankles and wrapping his fist around my 


cock again. 


"You don't think you like the leather?" One of the smoothest parts of the sleeve brushes against the head of 


my cock before Kirk lifts his arm and slowly licks the pre-cum from it, his eyes locked with mine. 
| shake my head slowly. 

"You don't think you wanna come?" Kirk grins, bringing his hand right back to where | wanted it. 
That, | know | want. Badly. 

"What did you.." | clear my throat. "Why did you think we were, um, what were you gonna tell me?" 
"Shit. Does it matter?" 

Of course it fucking matters! His hand's on my cock, | think that counts as it fucking mattering! 
"ll tell you after, Lars." 

"After what?" 

"After you fuck me." 

"Oh." 


I'm struck speechless again. That it's just.. thrown out there so casually.. like fucking Kirk is nothing new. 


Maybe to Kirk it's nothing new for someone to be fucking Kirk, but to me? This is way outta the ball park. 


"Don't think about it. Take off your jacket" His hand is still sliding smoothly up and down my length, persuading 


me to do what ever he fucking pleases. 


Surprise, surprise - the next thing that hits the floor is my jacket - closely followed by my shirt. 

Reality starts to filter in again as Kirk lets go of my cock, shifting to shrug his shoulders out of his jacket 
"No," | reach out for the lapel, letting my fingers brush it longingly. "Leave it on?" 

Come on Kirk. at least gve me that. 


"I will, I'm just taking my t-shirt off" And he does - slipping bare arms back into the jacket as soon as he's 
done. Oh fuck yes. "Relax, lie down" 


Even as he's saying it, his hands are pushing back on my shoulders, laying me against the bed. Stretching me 
out flat and hovering above me, he rests between my knees with one hand by my head for support. Suddenly, 
I'm feeling very vulnerable. | mean - I'm not supposed to be the one that gets to lay down with my legs 


spread. 
"Um Kirk? | don't think..." 


‘lm not. Don't worry. It's just easier to sit here." | don't trust that grin, but | don't seem to have much choice. 
| feel better when he leans forward though - his cock brushing up against mine instead of where | dread it to 


be - somewhere down near my ass where | can't keep an eye on it. 


"There. That better?" The arm holding his weight is close enough for me to touch if | turn my head slightly, 


his lips almost close enough to kiss. Yes, that's better. 


Instead of answering, | lift my head, pressing my closed mouth against his and hoping I'm doing the right thing. 
Since when is sex such a fucking mystery? Shit. Nothing's the way it's supposed to be. 


Kissing must have been alright in the little ‘ethics book’ that goes along with whatever the fuck we're doing 
right now, because Kirk's kissing me back - harder. His lips moving against mine with something approaching 


desperation.. fuck yes. Two can play this game. 


Lifting my hands from where they'd lifelessly slumped by my sides, | slide them up under the open jacket and 
around to the back of Kirk's shoulders, holding him against me as | kiss him back. 


The hand sliding down my side and across my hip is only in my peripheral consciousness until it slides past my 
cock and cups my balls, squeezing ever so lightly. Yes, that's nice. | can do this. 


The kisses get even more desperate, the gentle caresses turning into something closer to a grope - my own 


hands doing their part by sliding down to squeeze Kirk's ass. At first, | hardly notice when the rough hand 


leaves my cock and balls, but that ignorance doesn't last for long. 


"Augh! Fuck! What the fuck!?" 


"Sshh.. it's alright. You're alright Lars, just relax." Kirk mutters against my ear, trying to keep me calm. 
"Yeah, but what the fucking hell was that!?" | don't want to be calm, not after what I'd just felt. 
"My finger, now sshh.." As if that's going to be the end of it. 


"Your.. Your finger!?" | yelp, scrambling up into a sitting position. "Hang the fuck on, that wasn't part of the 
deal.” | eye him suspiciously. Was this the plan all along? 


"Sshh, | know, I'm sorry. | thought you might like it" He's looking around like someone might hear my complaints. 
"Like itl? The fuck!?" 


"You never know. It's not that bad!" Kirk looks more than slightly offended, pouting at me with his arms 
crossed, and | instantly feel bad. 


"Oh, shit Kirk, Im sorry. | didnt mean." 
"Yes you did" 

"Well, okay, yeah. | did. But | still didn't mean you shouldn't.. couldn't... you know.” 

"Take it up the ass 

"Uh." There he goes again - like it's an every day occurrence to be talking about this shit. "Well.. yeah" 
"You don't want to do this, do you?" 


"What? Yes!" | sit up, painfully aware that my cock is just as hard as ever, despite the warped conversation 


I'm in. 


"I just can't touch you, right?" Kirk smiles wryly. "Oh well... its not quite the seduction | imagined, but it's 
better than nothing." 


"I'm sorry.” | guess the least | can do is look ashamed - for what, exactly, I'm not sure, but it seems fitting. 
Reaching forward and pulling him back towards me | kiss him again. "|... | do want to, it's just... l'm not used to 


this." 


"Alright, look, let's just get on with this, so you can get off and | can pr-mmph." That seems like he 
deliberately cut himself off, mumbling as he tries to look distracted with smoothing the jacket. 


"So you can what? Get rid of me? And here | thought you were always the gentleman out of us lot" | want to 


ease the mood - the current one isn’t exactly the sort of tension | can get off over. In return, | get a forced 


but barely-there smile. 

"Yeah. Who woulda thought?" | know he didn't say he wanted to get rid of me, and | get the feeling he knows | 
know, but we'll indulge each other. It sounded more like ‘pretend’, but that would be better dealt with when | 
can think with my head again. Or not at all, depending on how this goes. 

"C'mere." 

"What?" 

"Just... Cmere Kirk" | run my hands from his hips slowly up his sides as | lay back, pulling him with me, tracing 
smooth, golden skin over his ribs, one hand skirting to flicker across a nipple while the other rests in the 
middle of his back. Letting him know | want to keep him there. 

Let's try that again" If Kirk likes this shit enough to get pissed over it, it can't be all bad, surely. 

"Try what again?" He looks at me suspiciously. 

"Your..." | swallow. | can do this. "Your finger. Just.. be gentle, yeah?" 

‘Oh... God yes! You might as well be made of glass," he promises, excitement flashing in his eyes as he reaches 
for something over my head, keeping it out of my line of sight as he brings it back to his side. | bet | could 
guess what it is, but | bet even more | don't want to. 

‘What the hell am I getting myself in for? 


"Maybe not that careful." I'm not some chick after all. | can take it. Right? 


Kirk's long fingers trace down my chest as his lips brush against my jaw, rubbing against the roughness of 
stubble that's just starting to come through. Okay, was just starting to come through a few days ago. 


Involuntarily, | tense up as his fingers slide past my erection and tickle over my balls. | know where they're 


heading. 

"Relax. You have no idea how long I've wanted to do this." The whisper tickles against my ear just before 
gentle teeth nibble at the lobe. The moving finger slides smoothly over my entrance but keeps going, and | let 
out a held breath in a whimper of relief. 


"Sshh, | won't hurt you." It's calming, but | can hear the smile in his voice. He's loving this control thing. 


"Ooh fuck," | mutter as the finger slid back past. "Yeah - that's what you say now!" Even | can hear the 


tightness in my voice. 


Once more the finger slides past, not pressing in. Kirk's still resting his weight on one hand, leaning over me. 
Fuck.. he's stronger than he looks. Right now though, | want that other hand to do something - touch, stroke, 
anything! The only sensation I've got is this finger sliding around where it had no business being. Leaning up, | 
bury my head against his shoulder, breathing in the leather - concentrating on the scent that got me into this 


mess in the first place. 


"Argh!" My cry's softer this time - not as scared as the last one, but still surprised as Kirk presses his 
finger just inside me... barely inside me in fact. Okay - not so bad. It moves gently and | tense again. 


"Is that okay?" Kirk's breathing is harsh against my ear - even just being the one to do this to someone is 
turning him on Time to consider the question though. Is this okay? There's no pain - it's not going very far. 
The slightly unusual feeling of pressure being transferred from those nerves in my ass to somewhere deep 


inside is... well, unusual. Not entirely unpleasant. 


"Mmhmm," | wonder if that pressure would increase much if the finger was actually inside, and not just 
probing at my entrance. Tentatively, | push down, making sure to keep my head in his shoulder where my face 


can't be seen. Enjoying this would just be embarrassing after all the fuss | made. 


"You want some more?" The hem of the jacket brushes against my cock as Kirk thrust his hips slightly, the 
arm next to my head coming back into focus as | throw my head back, nuzzling the sleeve by my cheek, even 
as my hips press up and down - not sure if I'm after contact on the leather or the need to know.. the need to 


feel more of that pressure. 
"Y-yes. Yes. Mm... Just -"| start, but get cut off by Kirk's lips pressing hard against mine. 


"| know," he pushes his finger a little more, "gentle." The finger presses harder, breaks through the ring of 
muscle that's supposed to prevent this sort of thing and stills instantly. Fuuuck.. okay, thats another story. 
That burns a litte. 


"Relax. Deep breath. You can do this Lars." Kirk's own voice is trembling with the effort of control as he 
presses a little harder. 


"Can't... oh God.. fuck. | don't think | can. Shit." | screw my eyes up tight, blocking it out. This is more than a 
burn.. this is real pain. Whispering soothingly, Kirk sits up, leaning back on his legs and moving his arm away 
from my head. Even as the thought to complain is forming though, he's shrugging his shoulder to slip his hand 
up inside the sleeve of his jacket. 


Still panting out harsh breaths between clenched teeth, | feel him wrap his hand around my cock, letting the 
leather brush the head as he slides it smoothly up, careful not to move the hand impaling me. 


"Fuck... yes." The rush of being stroked back into hardness by the leather pulls my concentration from the 
pain, and back onto the other things Kirk's doing. | start to relax enough to pry my eyes open, watching drying 


pre-cum smear over the black leather. "Oh fuck yes," | hiss, softer. 


Without any warning, Kirk starts moving his hand, just tiny pulses against the resistance. My look most likely 
matches Kirk's.. heavy-lidded and fading fast. 


A little more. More pressure, more movement. But not more pain. That begins to ease off, my hips reacting of 


their own accord. It still burns a little, but the pressure is so fucking good, | think the rest can be ignored. 
"more?" My eyes drift shut again 


| can't miss the catch in Kirk's breathing or the whimper he lets out as he speeds everything up, his hips 
rocking automatically against my leg. He wouldn't try and fuck me would he? I'm pretty sure thats gonna be 


my domain 
‘Open your eyes." 


| make a noise of protest but comply anyway, just in time to see Kirk's tongue sliding up his sleeve. | whimper 
at the sight of his tongue licking where my pre-cum was. My eyes widen as he reaches forward, offering his 


sleeve to me, even as his finger keeps up its gentle pulsing inside me and his eyes stay locked on mine. 


Oh god.’ Ihe tang of the leather mixes with the salty taste of myself on my tongue, and my stomach 


tightens. Kirk moves his finger a little faster, responding to my reaction as | relax a little more and accept it. 


The sleeve pulls away and Kirk leans forward again, closing his leather-wrapped hand around my erection, 


panting hard and finally closing his own eyes as | savor the left over taste of leather. 


| can see Kirk struggling with his control, the alcohol making us both desperate and completely flattening any 
inhibitions he has left. My own inhibitions are a little more stubborn - especially about having something 


shoved up my ass - but they're not too far behind. 


Then, breaking through my contemplation, Kirk leans in close again, kissing me hard, his cock rubbing 


threateningly across my ass cheek as his finger suddenly pushes all the way in. 


"Ah! Fuck!" Sensation shoots straight up my spine and down my legs. "Jesus fuck.. What.. Oh God!" Every 
muscle tenses, pulling his finger harder into me, thrusting my cock harder, faster, through his hand. 


"Sshh.." Kirk's hips rock harder against my leg even as his hands slow. "That, Lars, is why | want you to fuck 


me. 


"Do that.. again.." | manage to pant, shame disappearing as | plant my feet on the mattress to open myself 
further. Kirk's still leaning over me, the leather brushing over my stomach, his arm resting by my head, but 
it doesn't matter so much anymore. Thaf feeling is what matters now. That feeling, and the soft, insistent lips 


that crush against mine as the feeling rips through me again. 


"T-touch me.. do something - anything - fuck!" | need to come, now. The tightness in my balls is turning into a 
deep ache - the sort that you just know will keep getting more and more intense until you can do nothing but 


fucking writhe under it, nothing but give the fuck in to it. 


"Nuh-uh," Kirk mutters, stopping the movement of his hand. It takes me a few seconds to catch up, but 
eventually my brain screams at me that he's stopped and | give in to a disappointed groan. "| want you to fuck 


me," he continues, starting to move his finger again, but very, very slowly. 


| know enough to know that the amount we've drank tonight means I'm not going to get it up twice. Things are 
already a little hazy around the edges... | have a guy's finger up my ass for fuck's sakel! Of course they're 
hazy! 


"You'd better stop.. ugh... doing that then," | manage to choke out, just before he thrusts his finger in harder, 
angling it upwards, ripping that electric shuddering through my body again, arching my hips off the bed. 


"Fuck... Kirk..gonna- Fuck!" | yelp, as the shuddering centers on my cock again. Oh god - it's only another thrust 
away! "Fuck - stop! I'm gonna cum if you.. fuck.. if you don't... fucking... oh god..stop!” Wow - coherent much? 


"Oh God.. just.. fuck.. okay," he takes a deep, shaky breath as he stills the hand on my cock and starts to pull 


the finger out my ass. "Just let me... 


"Oh, shit!" That hurts almost as much as it did going in! As soon as it's out, my muscles contract to the point 
that I'm sure they're never going to let go again, but the pain subsides back into a dull burn pretty quickly, 
and | manage to forget about it as Kirk grabs my hand and lays back on the bed, pulling me up and over to lay 


above him. 

"Now you.." He doesn't have to say what I'm going to do. It's simple, at least to him. l'm going to fuck him. Now. 
Do | have to do that hand thing to him though? Might be a good idea | shake my head, trying to get some 
logical thought back into it. 


The thing that'd been kept out of my line of sight is now lying next to Kirk, and doesn't seem so scary when 
I'm not the one on my back with my legs spread. | pick up the lube and pop the cap. 


"Should l.. like." Ive got no idea how to put this, so hold up one finger then two, questioning. 

"One - at first.. then more," Kirk pants out. Right. | can do that. Sure. 

Making sure my fingers are slick enough, | lift one of Kirk's legs, swallowing hard as | look down. I'm still far 
from sure about this, but fuck - Kirk has teased me to the point where I'm so desperate to come, even the 


sight of his own straining cock is making my blood pump harder. Okay, here goes. 


Pushing one fingertip against Kirk's hole first, | spread the area with lube before attempting to push in, but 


apparently the slightest brush is enough to have Kirk moaning and pressing down. The finger slides in smoothly, 
not met by as much resistance as my muscles had obviously put up. It still feels incredibly tight though, and | 
wonder how the hell my cock is going to fit in there without splitting him open 


Slowly gaining confidence, | thrust a little harder, watching Kirk's face in awe - his wide open mouth and 


desperate panting showing just how much he wants this. How good it feels. 
"More... Lars, more.." His knuckles, clutching tightly at the sheets, turn slowly white. 
"more?" This time it isn't a plea, but a true question. 


"Y-yeah... more. More fingers." Oh. OF course. One, then two.. duh. Adding some more lube first, | tuck my 
middle finger in close and push it in with the first one, the muscle instantly tensing then relaxing. 


Fuck. thats tight: 


"Fuck! That's good." Pure fucking ecstasy, that's what his face looks like. Now | really do need to cum. The 
writhing and panting making my cock throb harder again, imagining the tight ring of muscle around my fingers 
squeezing instead at my cock as | thrust hard.. oh God, any more of this and I'm gonna embarrass myself 


before | even get in there. 
‘Kii-irk," | practically whine, but it's the best | can manage, "| need to fuck you... | need to come... now." 


"Fuck." | feel the shiver run through Kirk and he arches harder in response to my plea "One more.." He lifts 


his leg further, spreading himself open to me. "One more, Lars." 

| get the idea, quickly adding a third finger as Kirk cries out and pushes back against me harshly. | haven't 
touched myself this whole time, and thank fuck for that... it isn't gonna take long once | do! Kirk looks close too, 
his cock straining and dark, his hands convulsively reaching for it before they're wrapped back in the sheets 
safely. 

When | feel Kirk loosen enough around my three fingers | gently pull them out, gritting my teeth against the 
spark of pleasure as | wipe the excess lube and a bit more onto my cock. Shifting forward, | watched Kirk pull 
both knees up to his chest, still panting hard - desperate whimpers escaping every couple of breaths. 

"Fuck me.. Come on.. Lars!" 


Oh hell yes - that's enough to get me moving. 


| lean forward and am just about to plunge into what | just know will be heaven, when | remember the intense 


tightness around my fingers and pause, looking at the tight hole and my swollen head. 


"Get the fuck on with it!" Kirk's teeth are clenched, his voice desperate. 


| look down, still not convinced my cock will fit, but trying to trust that Kirk knows what he's talking about and 


can take it. 
Slowly. 
Much more than slowly, and this show's going to be over in ten seconds flat anyway! 


| lean forward again, biting my lip as | line my cock up, glancing up to Kirk only to find him staring intently at 


me, his own lips swollen and red. Oh god.. 


The pressure against the head of my cock grows, feeling like I'm pressing it against a solid barrier instead of 
the soft opening it's used to. 


Then, without warning, Kirk presses down and the pressure gives, forcing me inside. 


Oh fuck.. fuck..' 


Every muscle tenses, stopping the rising pulsing | can feel trying to overtake me. Its warm, and tight, and | 
can't think straight as Kirk grips my wrists and orders me inside. 


With not enough spare brain power left to even consider disobeying an order like that, | slowly push myself in, 


watching my cock disappear inside his body, vaguely hearing his cry over my own. 


Once I'm all the way in, feeling Kirk's balls pressed against the lower part of my stomach, | glance up again, 
knowing there is an expression between terror and ecstasy on my face. Ecstasy because this is the most 
intense, amazing place I've ever had the pleasure of shoving my cock, and terror because... well.. this is the 
most intense, amazing place I've ever had the pleasure of shoving my cock. And it's Kirk. And he's tensing 
around me, writhing with his hair spread on the pillow and sticking to his forehead. And if he keeps doing that 
l'm not going to be held responsible for how quick a fuck | turn out to be. 


| can feel my own hair sticking to my neck, and as | try to flick it back some stubbornly sticks to my own 


forehead, to the sweat | can feel gathering at my temples and trickling down towards my jaw. 


Tentatively starting to move, | keep my control as tight as | can, considering the circumstances, and lean 


forward on my arms, reaching for Kirk's lips. 
"You okay?" | ask him, as | get close, noting his harsh breathing and flushed face. 
"Fuck yes, l'm okay," he gasps, then clenches his muscles around me. "Feel good?" 


The best | manage is a strangled whimper as | pull out a little and then push back in firmly, wondering if | can 
get the same reaction out of Kirk that he got from me before. | pull out again, and push in harder this time 


as Kirk wraps his legs around my hips and pulls me to him. 


The movement is getting easier, but it's still tighter than anything | could have imagined, the pressure trying 


to force my cock deeper and harder stronger than | can resist. 


Kirk's arms wrap around my neck, and again | rub my cheek along the sleeve of his jacket, starting up a steady 


rhythm as | close my eyes and take a deep breath of the jacket that started all this madness. 


Slipping his arms around under mine, | feel fingernails dig into my back as Kirk's hips arch harder up against 
me, sharp pinpricks forcing me down and into him as he gasps and angles his hips. Without warning, he cries 
out and tenses around me so hard l'm sure he's going to break something, panting out obscenities as fast as 
he can draw breath. 


"That's it.. there.. oh fuck." The low sound of his voice goes straight to my balls, and | know he means I've hit 
that spot he found in me. If his words didn't tell me, his shuddering and whimpering surely would have, and | 
thrust harder, losing myself in the feeling of thrusting hard, his cock rubbing teasingly across my stomach. | 
know | should be touching him, bringing him off too, but my arms are shaking so hard l'm afraid to take one of 


them out from under me, incase the other collapses. 


All| can do is angle my body to reach every sensitive spot of his | can, my lips joining in to bite at his 
shoulder through the jacket, up to the bare skin of his neck, the vague thought of not leaving incriminating 
marks disappearing before | can control myself, and | suck hard as Kirk cries out and shudders, stretching his 
neck towards me and no doubt leaving bright red scratches down my back the way he's gripping and pulling at 


my skin. 


But fuck.. the sharp contrast between the pressure on my cock and the pain in my skin making everything 
that much more intense, and | crave it, extending my own neck as Kirk nuzzles at it, at first licking and 


breathing incredibly hot air across it, then biting and sucking, pulling the blood to the surface in a dark bruise. 


By now my body is controlling itself, thrusting hard and fast into Kirk, who is pushing back just as hard, 


encouraging me with gasps and cries, and the occasional rough curse when | hit that spot inside him again. 


"Fuck... Kirk..Gonna.. Fuck." | take a shuddering breath and try to start again, the muscles right down to my 
toes beginning to spasm as | get closer. Before | can get the words out though, Kirk's lips are on mine and he 
swallows my shout as the spasms lock my body up and | thrust as hard as | can into him, whimpering as my 
hips try to keep thrusting and everything pulses and throbs in time with my cock as | begin to pump 
everything | have inside his body. 


| half collapse on top of Kirk, one arm giving out anyway, and vaguely notice him bringing my hand to his cock, 
his own on top of it and controlling the movement as he pulls himself off, his muscles contracting even tighter 
around my still throbbing cock, and then he pulls his lips from mine and starts to cry out, the scream turning 


silent as his breath hitches and his body arches, his cum even hotter than my skin as it hits me. 


"Oh God.. oh God.." | try to catch my breath as | turn my lips towards his neck and press them against his 
salty skin. "Oh my God.” I'm stuck on repeat. 


| take a deep breath and sigh, as Kirk giggles lightly beneath me. 
"Fuck." The word is drawn out and full of wonder as he lets go of my hand and relaxes beneath me. 


"Yeah... Fuck.." | can't do anything but agree, my cock feeling well and truly fucked, and my body and mind not 
far behind. 


Its only when Kirk starts to squirm that | make any attempt to move. That attempt only gets as far as 


propping myself up on one elbow, looking at him beneath me, and collapsing again with my eyes closed. 


Its hot man, c'mon" Kirk moves again, then | remember that on top of how hot and sweaty | am, he's still 


wearing that damn jacket, and | make the effort to gently pull my cock from him and flop onto the bed 
After Kirk pulls the damp jacket off and flops back down, he turns to look at me, mischief in his eyes again 
'So.. my jacket huh?" 

"Fuck off, dick" 


Even though | just fucked him, I'm not sure l'm ready to completely admit how much a piece of leather got to 


me. 


"No man, the least you can do is tell me! | was unconscious when this started, remember?" He nudges me 


cheekily. 

"The least | can do?" | open one eye and try to glare at him. "If | remember right, there was someone else 
screaming pretty loud when they shot their load all over my stomach. | think you've got your share of the 
fun" | close my eye again, hoping that'll be the end of it. 

"What was it, Lars? The smell? The feel? The way it glides so smoothly over hard, swollen flesh?" 

Fuck! 

If | wasn't completely warn out - not to mention drunk - that would sound sexy as hell 

| open one eye again and grin lazily at him. 

"Yeah, all of the above." The scary thing, though, was that by the end | barely noticed the jacket. Yeah, sure, 


having your dick in a tight, wet hole can tend to narrow your focus, but | still noticed the sweat on Kirk's 


chest, sweat around nipples | didn't play with, sweat sticking that wild hair all over his face when he thrashed 


his head. 


"So what was with your confession?" | turn the tables on him, wanting to know why he thought he'd already 


managed to seduce me. 
"You're hot, what can | say?" He shrugs, trying to look nonchalant, but won't meet my eyes. 


Sighing, and still not wanting to move, | make a decision, leaning up on my elbow and kissing him firmly, 


hesitating before | pull away and murmuring against his lips. 

"Remember those leather pants you wanted to buy last month?" | kiss him again and pull away, grinning at the 
sly look that crosses his face as he recalls the skin-tight, butter-soft lace-up pants he made me come and 
look at. 

"Yeah, what about ‘em?" He grins cheekily, sliding closer to me on the bed. Fucker is making me work for itl! 


"Uh... well, l... you.. | dunno.." This suddenly got hard again.. this and something else notable. 


"You know, leather feels just as good when you're the one wearing it.. when its laced up tight around your 


hips." Kirk leans in and brushes his lips over my jaw before kissing me firmly. 


Maybe, just maybe, I've discovered something | like - although I'm not entirely sure if it's the piece of clothing 
laying on the end of the bed, or the sweaty, naked man encouragingly tracing my nipples with his tongue. 


